AT THE STOVE

Matthew Lippman
Dropped in for a while.
Snow came soon.
Didn't know how long I'd be around. Came to your place between the hour and the car. In the barn a child slept in hay.
Cold out, tonight, though your eyes are blue. Dropped in for some time, get my bearings.
You were at the stove, stirring the tomatoes. It's always been that way.
Then, time to go. Grow up and go. My fingers once in you. The caps off.
The world off.
The field burning wrapped around the heels of my boots.
I said to it, 101
